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Purple Haze 


1987, NEW YORK CITY. 
"One, two, one, two, three!" 


Reb launched into the flatted five interval over Kip's bass, a bone-shaking riff that could crack the earth and 
summon forth the devil himself. As they were rehearsing and not yet recording, Kip didn't have to sing -- he 
just had to hang in there, keeping Reb and Rod connected in the groove. 


Kip and Paul locked eyes and shared huge smiles, united in their glee at how awesome this was turning out. The 
idea had been pitched at a band meeting a couple weeks ago: why not cover Hendrix's "Purple Haze", with 
modern production and instrumentation? It was already sounding better than they'd dared hope. Judging from 


the contortions of Reb's guitar-face, he was feeling the power as much as they were. 


Rod whooped out loud as they jammed it out, almost bouncing off his seat as he pounded out the beat. Kip put 
his head down and let himself rock out, living out a boyhood fantasy. He could almost see the psychedelic 
lightshow -- could almost feel the gyrating hips of the go-go dancers -- could almost smell the patchouli -- 


"Kip!" Paul's voice rose in alarm. "Kip!" 


Opening his eyes, Kip blinked in dismay. A strange sort of distortion had appeared in midair in front of them in 
their rehearsal studio, as though God had dipped his finger in the paint of creation and decided to swirl it 
around. Kip felt a powerful and bizarre pull, not like anything he'd ever felt before. He looked around at his 
bandmates and found they all had the same frightened looks on their faces. 


"What's happening!" Reb yelped, trying to scramble back from the distorted spot, which seemed to be growing 


larger. 


"| don't know." Kip tried to step back but found he couldn't move. He felt as though he were being pulled 


forward by some new source of gravity. 

"Get back, get back!" Rod, who was the furthest from the distorted piece of reality, was trying to reach over 
his drum kit and grab at the belt on Paul's pants. Maybe he was trying to pull Paul to safety, but instead, 
both he and Paul were being dragged forward. 


‘Oh my god! It's pulling us into it" Reb flailed, reaching for Kip, but he was already too far gone. Kip was pulled 
in first, then Reb right after, and within moments Paul and Rod followed them. 


1961, NEW YORK CITY. 


Kip stumbled forward, nimbly saving himself from crashing face-first into a wall. He turned around to find a 


deserted, trash-strewn alley, with Reb Beach laying on the ground nearby. 

"Ahhh!" Reb shrieked, flopping about like a fish out of water. "Ahhhh!" 

"Reb, Reb," said Kip, shaking him. "Stop yelling. We're alive." 

"Ahhhh- we are?" Reb looked confused for a moment. He looked down at himself as though to check that he 
still had all his fingers and toes. He was even still wearing his guitar. He stood up and brushed himself off. 


"What the hell just happened? Where are we?" 


"Guys?" Rod peeked around the corner to the alley, and Kip was so glad to see him that he could've just cried. 
"Oh thank goodness. You're alive." 


"Where's Paul?" asked Kip and Reb at the same time, only for Paul to poke his head around the corner under 
Rod's chin. 


"Okay." Paul began, as the foursome took stock of the situation. "Did that really just happen? No one slipped 
acid in my water bottle, did they? Because if you did, that was one hell of a dick move." 


"Not unless we all had the same acid trip," said Kip. "I've never seen anything like that before! It was like reality 


itself just inverted" 


Nonetheless, they were all unharmed, maybe a little pale from fright. Reb and Kip were still wearing their 
guitar and bass, respectively. Rod was holding one of his drumsticks, but Paul was empty-handed. Rod walked 
around the corner from the alley and said, "I know exactly where we are. This is Eighth Street in Greenwich 


Village." 


"Wait -- something's wrong." Rod looked out at the city and passersby and shook his head, as though to clear 


it of fog. The cars were all wrong. The clothes were all wrong. 


"Did we walk into a movie set?" asked Reb. They were across the street from a cafe where girls in micro-mini 
skirts and big false Twiggy eyelashes were enjoying egg creams. A couple of young guys wearing tweed jackets 
with big lapels walked past them, and as they passed, their heads turned around owlishly until they were doing 


a complete turn to gawk at the four members of Winger. 
"Kip," said Reb, “those guys look like the photographs on the covers of Beatnik poetry books." 


Indeed, it was Winger -- all four of whom were dressed stylishly by the standard of 1981 -- who were the 
curiosity here. Cars even slowed down so that the drivers could get a look at them. Both Kip and Reb were 
wearing tight pants, and Kip had only a leather vest with several strands of silver jewelry adorning his bared 
chest. He was wearing a dangling earring in the shape of a spider that had been a gift from Alice Cooper. Rod 
was wearing a pair of blue jeans and a Star Wars tee-shirt -- a shirt for a movie that didn’t even exist yet. 
Paul had on blue jeans with slashes in the knees and thighs, and an off-the-shoulder, ripped-up tee held 
together with knots and hope. All four of them had towering, wild hair that didn't exactly blend in with the 


shaggy Beatles haircuts they were seeing everywhere. 
"Uhhh, | don't think we're in Kansas anymore," said Paul. 


Rod's mouth gaped open and he tried to speak, but no words came out. He pointed at an advertisement pasted 


up on a wall; "Bonnie and Clyde" starring Warren Beatty and Faye Dunaway. 
"| see it, too," Kip told him. 1961. That movie had come out in 1961. 


"This isn't possible," Reb repeated to himself like a mantra. "This isn't possible. It's just not. We can't be in 961. 
We just can't" 


‘Guys. Guys!" Paul broke away from them and ran a little up the block. He yanked open a door and listened, 


then gestured to them to come. "Does this sound familiar or what!" 


The other three ran over and stuck their heads in the door to hear the opening riff of "Purple Haze". Backing 
up just a bit, Kip peered up at a sign that proclaimed that this was the club called The Generation. The ticket- 
taker seemed to have dozed off where he was sitting, so they pushed their way into the club, which was 


dingy, dark, and smokey. But there, on the stage, beneath the lights was-- 


It was Jimi Hendrix. 


Paul clamped a hand over his mouth to repress a scream. Reb just looked completely confused. He and Rod 
kept looking at Kip, as though Kip had any answers. He was as lost as the rest of them. They started making 
their way through the crowd, which parted around them like the Red Sea as the audience members stepped 
back to gawk at these four strangely-dressed young men. 


Jimi was singing the first verse of "Purple Haze" now; behind him, Kip could make out the fuzzy faux-afros of 
Noel Redding and Mitch Mitchell. It was so strange to be looking right at them -- they were alive, in living 
color, he could see the sweat pouring off the faces. This was real Kip actually swayed on his feet at this 
revelation. This was really happening! He was standing right here, almost front-row at a Jimi Hendrix 


Experience show in 19b] Greenwich Village! 

Jimi had a sort of snakelike grace, and the tender way he held his guitar and looked down at it might make one 
assume all his love songs were written for the instrument. He swung his guitar as though in a dance, and when 
he tucked the guitar body into the juncture of his thighs to pound out a hot riff, it was like watching a sexual 
climax. 

Paul couldn't help himself; during a lull between songs, he called out, "Play ‘Gypsy Eyes'!" 

Jimi brushed his lips to his mic. "I don't have a song by that name." 

"Not yet you don't!" said Paul, and Kip elbowed him. 

Jimi chuckled into the mic, smiling at Paul. "Maybe you're right." 

Paul almost swooned. He grabbed both Reb and Kip by the shoulders to hold himself up. 

The band finished with "Hey Joe" and the audience began to mill about and head for the bar. Paul, Reb, Kip, and 
Rod looked at each other, silently questioning what they should do, but within moments one of the venue staff 
approached them and said, "Mr. Hendrix would like to meet you backstage." 

"Wow, really?" Reb blinked in astonishment. 


"Would you like to go backstage, then?" asked the staff member. 


‘Lemmethinkaboutit YES," said Paul. He all but bodily dragged the other three backstage, where they picked 


their way around cords and amplifiers to a tiny dressing room with a door made of swinging beads. 


The three members of the Experience were waiting for them. Mitch was shirtless but Noel had already 
changed into a new outfit. Jimi was wearing his stage clothes -- red velvet pants with a sort of caftan shirt 


and a bandanna tied around his head. He was reposing on a couch like a debauched king from the Thousand and 


One Nights. 
For a moment, it was almost comical. Mitch, Noel, and Jimi looked at them. Rod, Kip, Reb, and Paul looked back. 


Finally, Kip cleared his throat. "I'd just like to say that was a great show, even though we only caught the last 


two songs. It's a real honor to meet all of you." 


"Cheers," said Mitch, with a little wave. "I'm Mitch, and this here's Noel and Jimi." For some reason, Kip didn't 
expect Mitch to have as posh an English accent as he had. Perhaps he'd never actually heard Mitch speak 
before? Rod put on one of his huge trademark smiles and approached him, engaging Mitch in a talk about 
technique. 


Noel was looking at them like they were space aliens, which was fair enough. Ordinarily, Kip would've taken it on 
himself to make conversation, they both being bassists, but Noel looked so freaked out that he decided to let 
him be. 

Reb, for his part, was trying to hide behind Kip, something as endearing as it was hopeless. Kip was several 
inches smaller than Reb, and anyway, Reb's hair stuck up off his head in a glorious halo of curls. He was 
impossible to miss. Paul marched right over and sat down next to Jimi on the couch. He was shaking a little, as 
though he'd been running on sheer nerve and it was beginning to get to him. 

Jimi looked at Paul kindly and said, "Where are you cats from?" 


"You wouldn't believe me if | told you the truth," said Paul. "So, uh, San Francisco will have to do." 


"You look outta sight," Jimi told him. "I saw you cats in the crowd and man, | felt this rush! Did you dig the 


sounds?" 
"You were amazing," Paul told him. "You're everything | dreamed you'd be." 


"We're musicians, too," Kip said. "A rock band. I'm the bassist, Rod is the drummer, Kip and Paul are both on 


guitar..." 
"Well, | play keyboards, too," said Paul. 
"Get out! What do you play? Heavy rock?" Jimi sounded sincerely interested. 


"You look like a cabal of Deep Purple fans," sniffed Noel Redding, which was the first words anyone had heard 
out of him. 


"Uh..." Kip struggled for words. "Sure, we're kinda like Deep Purple." Not really, but whatever, close enough. 
Christ, his head was swimming. Metal didn't even exist yet. Led Zeppelin and Black Sabbath hadn't even formed, 


much less put out albums, and Cream was probably the heaviest band anyone had ever heard -- other than 


the Jimi Hendrix Experience, of course. He unshouldered his bass and sat it near the door. 

"Music is an addiction,” said Jimi. He had one hand resting on Paul's shoulder and was looking deeply into his 
eyes as he spoke. "I get high on stage, just from the music. You may think I'm crazy, but sometimes, | don't 
need anything else. Its music.. its in my bloodstream. Music and love." 


‘Oh my god, | feel the same way," murmured Paul. 


"You feel it, baby?" asked Jimi. "A little piece of music, just three minutes long. It's like being in love for three 


minutes. You carry it with you, forever." 

"It changes you," Paul went on 

Mitch cut in. "I'm famished, lads, does anyone want to go for pizza?" 

"Sounds great,” said Kip. His last meal had been five hours and twenty years into the future ago. 

Reb plucked at his vest. "Kip," he whispered. "Do we even have any money?" 

Kip dug his wallet out of his back pocket. He had a few dollars in there -- he broke out in a sweat when he 
saw the date on the bills was only a few years old. Well, he had a few quarters and they were all minted in 


1965, so it should be all right. How much could a slice of pizza be in 1961? 


"You go ahead, guys, I'll stay here," Paul told them. He and Jimi were curled up on the couch, staring at one 


another. 


Mitch led the way as they filed out of the club and down to a little pizza shop. Noel brought up the rear, stil 
looking a bit unsure of all this. Fortunately, Kip, Reb, and Rod all had enough quarters to pay for some pizza 
slices and cold Coca-Colas in bottles. 

"So what's next for you?" Kip asked Noel, trying to make conversation. 

"We're to play in Monterey,” Noel said. "And after, we're going on tour with the Monkees." 

"The Monkees!" Reb loved the Monkees. He'd grown up on the television show. 

Noel shot him a withering look "Yes, those mop-top Beatles wannabees from telly." 

"Oh, Noel, they're nice lads," said Mitch. 


Rod pulled Kip aside at the pizza place and said, "What are we gonna do? We can't just stay in the past." 


"There has to be a way back to 1981," Kip reasoned. "We got here somehow, so there must be a way back" 


Rod sighed. "It has to be the song. ‘Purple Haze’, | mean. | think we cast some kind of magic spell when we 


played it" 


Mitch, Noel, and Reb had finished their pizza and were cleaning up. Kip and Rod jogged back over and helped 
clear away the paper plates before setting off back to the venue. 


"Where are you fellows staying?" Mitch asked them. 

"Uh, we don't have a hotel," Reb managed to say. 

"Well, if you've nowhere to sleep, you can stay in my hotel room," said Mitch, even as Noel began to protest 
"That's really kind of you," said Kip. "Hopefully we'll be on our way before long” 


They returned to The Generation to fetch Paul and Jimi. "Everyone is still gawking at us," said Reb miserably 
as some passersby gave him the stink-eye. 


"Well, if you weren't dressed like some sort of street-walkers," muttered Noel. 
"Noell" hissed Mitch. "I think they look smashing." 


‘lm just telling them the truth," said Noel through gritted teeth. "Everyone's like to think we're bringing male 
prostitutes back to our hotel." 


Mitch looked peeved, but Reb played along, diving right into one of his funny voices. "Hey hey, I'm not that kind 
of girll" he said. "I don't give it up backstage for just any musician with a British accent, ya know! You gotta 


take me out on the town, show me a little good time." 


Noel's fair English skin did nothing to disguise how red he was blushing. Mitch tried to apologize, saying, "Don't 
mind him, lads. Noel can be a bit uptight sometimes." 


Kip, who was a bit ahead of the others, yanked open the door to the dressing room. He braced himself in the 
doorway, and Rod and then Reb collided with him in a pileup. 


Paul, who was sitting in Jimi Hendrix's lap, turned to see them and let out a yelp, followed by him tumbling 
onto the floor. Jimi mostly just looked concerned for Paul, quickly going to help him up. 


Kip coughed. "Did | rudely interrupt?" 
Paul was looking a bit flushed. "Things were just getting good, so yes." 


"What's the matter?" asked Noel, as he and Mitch couldn't see anything over Reb, Rod, and Kip's voluminous 


hair. 

"Nothing!" squeaked Paul. 

Kip and Reb collected their instruments, and the guys filed into two taxicabs to head to Chelsea to the hotel. 
Kip handed the driver a couple dollar bills and silently prayed that he wouldn't notice the date on them. Was he 
screwing up the timeline irreversibly by doing this? Now he was afraid to sneeze lest it have some massive 


unforeseen consequence on the other side of the planet. 


When they got to the hotel, the other guys prepared to jam while Rod dragged Paul into the bathroom. 
"Making out with Jimi Hendrix! Really!" Rod mock-fussed at him. 


Paul gesticulated wildly with his hands. "I couldn't resist! This is my one and only chance." 

"Okay, well, let me run this idea by you. | think that when we played ‘Purple Haze' we somehow tore a hole in 
space and time," Rod said. "Think about it. ‘Purple Haze’ was released in |961, and we were recording a cover of 
it in 1981, exactly 20 years later. And what did we hear as soon as we arrived in this time? That same song, 


being played by Jimi Hendrix!” 


Paul pondered on this. "Wow, | always knew rock music had some raw power, but not like this. Okay, but how do 


we get back to our own time?" 

Rod shook his head. ‘Im not sure. It has to be music. That's the key.” 

"Do you think --" Paul sounded tentative. "Do you think we can take Jimi back to 1987 with us?" 
"What?! No!" 

"Why not?" Paul grabbed him by the shoulders. "He's gonna die if we leave him here!" 

"Paul, we can't go messing with the timeline," said Rod. "Didn't you see Back To The Future?" 
"Thats just a movie.” 


"My point stands," Rod insisted. "If we bring Hendrix to 1987, god knows what'll happen. We could bring about 
some kind of catastrophe." 


Paul looked troubled but he ceased arguing with Rod about it. They left the bathroom and shuffled out into 
the hotel room to join the others. 


"Hey, what's got you down?" Jimi asked Paul. "Lemme lift you up, baby, don't ever wanna see you feeling so 


low. 


"You're sweet," Paul told him. Despite himself, he felt a little smile playing on his lips. "Jimi, whatever happens 


after tonight, we'll still be friends, right?" 

Its all real,” Jimi said "Me and you, everything about this moment in time. It's realer than real. It's the one 
true thing. And it's good, too, can't you feel it? Baby, if | see you again, even twenty years from now, it'll be 
just the same between us then as it is now." 

Paul swallowed hard. "You mean it?" 


"Yeah. Every word." 


Paul traced the body of Jimi's guitar with his finger. "Reb," he said, catching the other guitarists attention 


‘I've got an idea Would you mind showing Jimi the riff to ‘Seventeen'?" 
"You wanna hear my stuff?" Reb asked Jimi. 
"Yeah, | love to hear some hot playing," Jimi said. 


Reb blushed. "Gee, thanks. l'm not the greatest at showing people how | do things, but I'll try. So you tune down 
a half step from E." 


Jimi followed along as Reb showed him the beginning of the riff. As they went along, Kip found himself 
watching Noel Redding, who's ears were (metaphorically) perking up as he identified how clean and precise Reb's 


playing was. He could actually see a new respect for them forming in Noel's mind. 
Kip desperately wished that he had a tape recorder, anything to record the unforgettable experience of seeing 
Jimi Hendrix stand up and bust out his interpretation of "Seventeen" on his guitar. It was sublime -- totally 


different from Reb the maestro, and yet still preserving the soul and power of the riff. 


He tore his eyes away for a moment to look at his bandmates -- all of whom looked like they were having a 


religious experience. 


Slowly, Kip lifted his eyes and gasped out loud when he recognized that same distortion forming over their 


heads, like the eye of a hurricane. 
"Bloody hell!" yelled Noel. 


"Boys, this is it!" Kip said, even as Jimi played on, either obvious to the massive rift in space-time that he was 
summoning into existence with his guitar, or simply possessed by it, willing it into being. 


Mitch and Noel dove behind the bed. 


Reb was the first one through, followed by Rod. Kip hung back, waiting for Paul. 


Paul was hovering by Jimi, and even as the vortex pulled on him he reached out and touched Jimi's temple, 
breaking whatever spell he was under. "I've got to go now," Paul said “Goodbye, Jimil" 


‘Safe travels," Jimi said, even as Paul was being pulled away from him. For a moment, their hands brushed 
before Paul was out of his reach. "See you next lifetime." 


Kip let go then, and let the vortex take him. 
I987, NEW YORK CITY. 
"Was that a dream? Please tell me it was a dream." Reb sat up and rubbed his head. 


They were back in their rehearsal studio, no worse for wear. "I've got this pizza menu in my pocket from 1961, 


so you be the judge," Rod told him. 
"I kinda wish we could've stayed longer," said Kip. "| mean, it was one hell of a cool trip." 
"Yeah," agreed Paul. He was staring out the window. He seemed a little distant, lost in his thoughts. 


"That was freaking cool, seeing Jimi Hendrix play my song!" Reb was overcome with giddiness. "Hey, do you think 
if we jam ‘Kashmir’ we could go back in time and meet Led Zeppelin?" 


